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The End of the Country 


Ay seh eldebinaret abate rie 


a 


NEVADA 


The descent 
begins 
known 
but nevertheless surprising. 
We know everything 
if we listen 
and remember 
in the morning 
struggling to wake 
but falling back 
into a life beyond death. 
There we know what we always knew: 
darkness 
bones rubbing against each other 
sticks to make a fire 
along the nerves 
wild horses 
running over the cold dust 
of Nevada. 
Sediment. 
We try to rise in gray light 
where ordinary things await us 
but a rock 
heavy as blindness 
lies over the mouth 
of the canyon. 
One more day. 
We practice for something longer. 


SOMETHING ELSE 


i 
This is my grave. 
Moving with unending bodies under New York 
| read the Daily News. 
Other deaths everywhere. 
My eyes glaze over. 
| am stripped to my privacy. 
| am enclosed in a casket of noise. 
As | ride to the center of the earth 
| sink to the center of myself. 
| am only my fantasy. 
My spirit escapes like neon from broken signs. 


ii. 
Listen for a beep! 
Watch for a scribble! 
My son wants my Shaker cabinet, 
my latest car 
but wait! 
What passes for love passes 
but wait! 
There’s something else. 
If | can raise my voice, I’ll tell you about it. 
It’s there 
Somewhere... 


JERSEY BEACH 


We perch on wood the color of death by water 
and watch those bandylegged pipers pick 

their lives from holes, run like hell before 

the final surf. A backward clock at lunch 


winds us into birds. Garbage scows 

pile the day with flotsam. True to tides, 

we have each other. And others. The stuff keeps washing 
up until our eyes have lost their color. 


Pure sand burns to glass where mosquitoes sing fever. 
Don’t walk. No picnics. Fishing only here. 
Gulls squawk down our breath before they dive. 


Our tongues lick salt, dig for loving, quick 
like pipers in a surf that splits us into light. 
We look the wrong direction toward the sea. 


DRIVING THROUGH ESSERVILLE 


Come Back Again, riddled with bullet holes, 
sags on this one land road, rusty friendship, 
asphalt pocked by holes deep enough 

by now to break your axle. Living here 

will break your heart so leave like everyone 
for four lane Interstates and big city Welcomes. 


In your dreams the sun shines in the country 
on unbroken surfaces, old friends. 

White houses welcome you. That girl waiting 
on her swing is the only one you love. 


Where blinking signs are neon your life is shot. 

The rust of towns is yourself always leaving, 
welcome everywhere again. At your back 

all roads go narrow and crack your rearview dreams. 


ROUTE 287 


We pound across Wyoming toward the moon. 
The girls we left in Laramie and east 

won’t miss our jokes. Sky is time. We jump 
meridians like mountain goats. The sun 

will open veins along these rocks where rattlers 
coil, bad dreams in a greasy dark. 

Magpies feed on deer the trucks have kissed. 
Don’t think of faces like that deer, or shouts 
like wind on battle sites. The car sucks hard 
as ponies on some final run with letters 

going nowhere, west across a pass. 

Peaks come up like planets. Pines grow thin. 
The moon turns copper toward the squaws we’ll meet 
at noon. West is everywhere from here. 


WINDIGO 


Man, this sky blows everything. 
| waited for your message. 
My hair grew white anyway. 


Badlands. 

Stars stuck through like icicles. 
A final surface of pines. 

Lovers motionless in their cars 
on roads where the earth curves. 


Those blizzards 

bank over peaks. 

The field comes up like doom, 
a hunger pointing like flint 
toward sixty below. 


Other signs: deertracks, foxfur, 

wings of a bird, 

smoke, cold. 

Madness. 

Man, O Man, 

| could eat the fat of bears and vomit ice! 


BACK TO 


Back to... wherever it was. Now is too much. 
Clouds like gray ghost horses tether themselves 

to windows. Anything would do. The wind 

from Corpus Christi, a Rumanian flood — something 
to wipe us out. Finished, our history fades 

to brass. Ripeness, and then the winter sea. 

Nature wrecks us. And keeps on blowing in Texas. 


Once, under the pepper tree and big-nosed boulders, 
| wrote: ‘This is the only life | have” 

... the day they shot the students in the back. 

On Rock Creek native rainbows run in water 

clear as gin. Mad Walter Brown, drunk 

Dick Hugo... the land that busted Fiedler left. 
The winter we buried Kennedy with a case of beer 


| rode a horse of smoke and slept on snow. 


THEBES 


It’s still there, 

a small plague of foreign cars and dust, 
nothing much to see. 

Nobody loves his mother anymore. 
The place might be Butte, Montana. 
The riddle is the same: 

how can a man stay on his legs 

the whole day? 


Here is the tyrant’s house 
on the way to Sounion, 
the current one, 

since deposed 

and replaced by another 
more democratic 

despite the CIA. 


The earlier one, 

gimpy, with Freudian hangups, 
was a victim of circumstances 
and couldn’t see 

his problem. 

He put out his eyes when he saw, 
and became holy 

like the rest of us. 


ELEUSIS 


The city of arrival is covered with dust. 

Six months here, six months there, 

there is little time for your face, 

fresh from darkness, to appear. 

Wear a little green, goddess, and let me know 


when you get here. |’m on my way to Corinth. 
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IPHEGENIA’S RESTAURANT 


You wouldn’t recognize the place. 
The food is the same — lamb, tomatoes 
with cheese, sour bread, bad wine, and cool, 
sweet melon — but after you left things changed. 
Your father was away for ten years and in 
the meantime your mother took a lover 
and they axed your father while he was taking his first 
hot bath in years. When he got old 
enough, your brother, egged on by your sister, 
knocked off your mother and her lover 
and took off for Athens where he was tried 
and acquitted. After that things 
just went down hill. 

Our tour has broken 
down. We didn’t intend to stay here 
near your father’s tomb, but our bus 
is in ruins, and the powers at International 
Weekends are indifferent to our pleas. 
We hope for the best as we wait in the flickering 
light and the dark waiters dance. 

The tomb 
is built like a beenive. The bones have disappeared; 
the accoutrements were plundered. The death mask 
and fourteen kilos of gold were found 
in the common grave in the city. The palace 
is rubble. The lions over the gate 
are still there, but they have lost their heads. 


We really don’t know what happened to the city — 
or, for that matter, which story to believe 
about you. You had to go when he sent for you. 
A girl has to trust her father. Did you love him 
when you saw the knife descending? 

That old woman 
dressed in black, riding off on the back 
of a motorbike, might remember something 
if we asked. 

We won’t make it 
to Epidarus to see you in the play. 
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CUYAMACA 


In Cuyamaca the sun is a heating pad 

for cramps. Those lovers above the falls watch 

my slippery way down boulders to the pool. 

Noise is granite: the water, the blue jays following 

like cops, the kids controlling their mothers with screams. 
On Sunday canned wives open in country parks. 

No deposit goods deposited here 

make their eternal return, tired to death. 


My unheard screams control the gloomy pines. 
The nights are cold as wheels at abandoned mines. 
Those Spaniards, tough as iron, were after gold. 
An ounce will buy you a night in a warm motel. 
The lovers dig their way down a granite slope. 

| climb the boulders back through quarreling cops. 


BORREGO PALM CANYON 


Ground breaks here. Blackened palms 
ambush a canyon of boulders. A wound 
of water bleeds pool enough for one water- 
skate and our feet, the cold unexpected. 


From one to twenty we climb through points 
of view: Brittle-Bush, Buckhorn Chola, 
Burrow-weed, Chuparosa. Here rocks 

blew up and sank to real estate. 


Wake me by touch. | live in my head 
and track my days in pages and talk. 
| had forgotten myself of late, 

this desert part of me, my death, 


burned-out palms, that waiting hawk. 
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BAJA 


Surfers sit like gulls 
on oil. 
A tiger 
clocks his cage 
where children 
rise on their screams to the moon. 
That Mexican balloon 
sails beyond your reach. 
Above the arrogant 
houses 
forgotten Indians 
sink 
into a scape 
of salt and iodine. 


THE CRABS 


If you shout to gulls in this cannibal wind, 

the crabs will eat your words. 

Sand that grinds your feet will clog your veins. 
Follow the dirty water down. 

Junk lies open to the core, 

a net of guts sucking back to the drowned. 
Jointed like crabs those cruising gulls wait for, 
your jog is a crawl. 

You’ve fed yourself so well your breath runs out. 
Eat your car, your woman, your job, 

while veins break in your head like surf. 

You’ll pass like swallowed money to beaches, 
the end of the pipe. 

Jog, baby, 

this is the way the fatsos go. 
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DOWN 


Down down down 

down 
Those clouds like shaving cream. 
Disneyland all the way. 


One breath at a time, baby. 

A house in the desert. 

Vancouver, or Baja, maybe. 

La luz del sol arboles 
palomas 

It’s murder on the Accu-Color 

all the blue down. 


We’re en route. 
The end is by yourself. 


Frozen chicken. Carbon monoxide. 


A silence like oil. 


THE END OF THE COUNTRY 


The end of this pier is the end of the country. Two hundred 
miles of oil and trash, it’s anybody’s salt 

and weather. At the end of my wind, | keep on driving 
until | breathe the green film of my ultimate dream: 


nowhere. Slow motion, real seems unreal. 

That wreck rusts on my street, that floating debris 
filled my air, this nosy shark is my Father. 

At the end of the shelf, | ride west in canyons, 


the mysteries of old sediment, family trees 

branch after branch. Down to bones, 

| leave my mark under pressure of everything falling. 
When the country rises again there’s no waking. 
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EVERYTHING IS FLOATING AWAY 


Spirit drifts over the hill over my house. 


Brown grass and leaves smolder a sullen gully 


where quail scurry stalked by enormous trucks. 
Transplanted maples flame in demented wind. 
The movement overhead! Stars fly always 
outward from that great explosion. Children 
yell: Who is that man in the white mustache? 
Our smiles float away. A white wind spins 

on the mountain. Everything goes, like quail, 


rising. 


Goodbye for Now 


ra 


ESPEJO 


Your message came with my razor: “No matter what happens 
I still love you.”” A high whine keeps me pure 

and shaven. All those years of facing myself, 

of brushing your kisses from my teeth, | need reassurance. 
That Sikh in Assam, his beard around his dome, 

was right: the Lord will come with hair for thorns. 

I’ve cut away my face until I’m gone. 

Che sura sura, hairy as a corpse. 


Food is the mother of truth. How else can we feel 
that we are well and love each-other still? 

My well cut skin is fat with cakes and lies. 

| weigh my daily fall, like justice, blind 

in choler, choked with appetite for more. 


Your saving message shaves me to the core. 
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ROUND TRIP TICKET 


In dreams you blink a circle of degrees. 

At Lincoln Center death came on suddenly, 

a stoplight in your lenses. Reversed in time, 
Dali wrapped his wife in painted mail 

astride a horse. The Kiss was smaller than 
your life, not yet a kiss, and cold as stone, 
after all. | want to give you a horse. 

You could gallop a country county, hug 

a round of trees and lumpy fields. We shrink sometimes 
on days like stone, after love. | stride you 
like the rhythm of a horse in dreams. 

You take your clock into the shower, waking 
slowly, and catch the bus. That plane banking 
overhead is landing in Madrid. 


THE BALL LIKE 


The world drifts around my pool, 


multicolored and sectioned, 


a California orange. 
It goes with the breeze 


barely touching the surface. 
The girl who watches it 


is dying, slowly. She swims 


but her strokes grow weaker and weaker. 


Occasional elm leaves, in fear 
of heights, become waterlogged 


and slide to the bottom. At night 
the aphids, having lost their grip, 


are drawn to the light in the water. 
Dead, they float on their wings, 


after the world. The auto- 
matic skimmer will take them, 


and eventually the pool will clear 
again, except for the drifting 


ball and the dead girl. 
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TIME PIECE 


Your breath ticks in my ear. 
Take a cancer the size 
of a lemon from your lung. 


The tree remains; its roots 
go out like kelp undersea. 
Suppose we had the whole 


clock, what would we do? 
Invent these minutes. Our mouths 
would kiss midnight and noon. 


Our hands would fall toward surrender 
at six. What would we learn 
from each other, besides the rhythm 


of pulse and surf, the motions 
of love? That kelp and canyons 
lie beneath, that the razor 


tooth of the shark waits 
in the dark of nine and three. 
That oceans taste of lemon. 


Listen to dazzling gulls 
as they cruise the waves for loot. 
Fly, baby, fly! 


ALBUM 


What you were and what you will become 
trembles like the moon on moving water. 
You wanted nature to be human. The moon 
floats on a sea saltier than pity. 


Your beauty sold Connecticut in summer. 

In spring you bloomed for photos in the Garden. 
Your father, leaving in his Nash, waved 

goodbye. In the dark, you married abandonment. 


Riding togs, teeth not yet straightened 

that later rang your ears — time stalled 

by Kodak yellows like a tiger’s eye. 

From island black as superstition, your mother 


bred her clannish wars. You crossed to continents. 


The past went with you, rising over your shoulder, 
The future was not what you expected. Beyond 
those chronic winds, mother sierras, all 


goodbyes turn yellow. Hide behind your seven 
locks. Flesh is an album, page by page, 

of strangers. The moon dances crazy on 

a wave where seasons take their murderous time. 
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A HARD NIGHT’S WORK 


Time banging on my teeth, 

| scribble my notes. The E is Greek. 

Your kisses possess me like the death write. 
That hound hoos like an owl all night. 


In the morning lizards dart like your tongue 
into cracks of boulders. When | was young 
| hid my tooth beneath a rock 

and climbed on down to be king of the clock. 


| write in bed, a crazy wisdom, 

a poem as long as death or kisses. 
All of my pens plume in the dark, 
waiting for that owl to bark. 


Touch grows abstract. The uppity poem 
rises in place in the vanishing room 

like a balloon. Its puckered lips glow 
on the black like eyes in a kissing owl. 


Morning is rime on the yucca stalk. 

My back gave out a hundred miles back. 
When the owl goes blind in light, slice 
my veins. That hooting hound will fly. 


Sleep is dark and layered like wood. 

| turn and sink to bottom and brood. 

Who are you, my death, my love, 

when I’m stiff in bed and gone like a tooth? 


MY CRY 


Was that my cry that came from me? 
| lie in your painful bed and breathe 
your gasps against a nature gone berserk. 


Who draws the skin across your eyes 
blinds me to reason. What is justice? 
The starling eating at your window 


lives, in thousands spoils the town. 
The cells that doubled and doubled in you 
composed a son, choked you to death. 


The seeming miracle, the deadly nothing, 
the sun burning for its time, 
all green under that you loved 


and now cannot be your home, 
all growth and all finality — 
| am senseless in this holocaust 


and wake to a morning’s fearful changes. 
I let me go and am another 


Leaving, my cry is what | was. 


Pi 
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SOUNION 


These rocks in my mouth are for practice. 

A dozen columns hold in a wind that praised a god. 
The poet who loved his sister scratched his name 

in cracked marble and died of fever. 

Comb the air. Beauty happens and we live with it. 
Clinging to your breath, | am past caring 

what has fallen in a season. 

| learn to speak against the moaning 

of a sea pecked by gulls after your leavings. 


GOODBYE FOR NOW 


Once we burned with exquisite fire, 


our cells dividing. 


We made silken connections 
and the threads kept weaving. 


We rode on waves of light 
and the waves kept rolling. 


Now beyond lost surfaces 
you are luminous. 


Now as your cells curve through empty stars 


your goodbyes flicker. 


Otherness hides you. 
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WISCONSIN 


The quiet. 
How could | have known 
that everything 
would turn to crystal 
when we breathed 

and 
that | would think of you 
here in this country 
white as a gull against a wave 
of snow? 


Those trees 
huddled in a flat field 
make me want to hold 
you against twenty below. 


Let a loving breeze 
lick the crook of your arm 


and the trees keep their languid green 


under an ordinary sun. 


Myself, in a field, a bare tree, 
listening. Whiteness. 


8 nase rere ee 


Exit Slow 


EXIT SLOW 


for Sister Madeline DeFrees 


The Town in technicolor, nothing absolute, swims 
like a winter trout hard against the sewage. 

Your body wades the heat of blood you stopped 
or hid beneath a bed of abstract marriage. 

Your hair, turned free, floats the astonished street 
where windows smile your public freckled face. 


The black that dragged your heels pretended nothing. 
Wings of snow kept your glances straight. 

Your words ascended, smoke from erotic chimneys 
touching the beaks of purely imagined birds 

with gifts of cries that fluffed their feathers scarlet. 


Now maples burn to the bone and the dirty old tongue 
of the wind licks your ear with fickle dreams 

of cars, their gears, wheels and trim, praise 

of all things made, or natural things that go 

in their season to violent end. Dream of that child 

in a rainy state. Descend, arise, touch, 

and go. The leaves will drive your gaudy joy. 
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WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS 


Strokes, three at least, learning again 

to walk, to write, to speak, to shake our hands — 
bringing yours round in an arc, trembling and limp 
like one of those thousand babies before it lived 
when you slapped its bottom, Flossie reading aloud 
three volumes at least, Washington at Valley Forge ~ 
it was bad that winter, food and spirits low, 
translating Theocritus would get you writing more. 
“Don’t cross your knees because it stops the blood.” 
Some kook had turned you in as a dangerous red. 
Your visit to Washington would be delayed 


on that account — and the strokes. The honors comefate. 


Winters are like that, but that’s where we began. 
“You see, Flossie, you see: | remember again.”’ 
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ANGEL, LOVE THE SKINNY BOMBARDIER 


Angel, love the skinny bombardier 

this fat man hides. His eyes blink hulks of planes, 
steam like dark cafes all night. He breathes 

on time from slot machines. His photographs, 
scarves and smiles, fade on all the mothering 
maps. He drinks and, faithless, flies in any 

dive. His pudgy hands will seek your thigh, 

the innocence he sucked in boyhood clouds, 
lining his sights on toys and foreign towns. 

Years fall, slow motion, into rosebeds. His kisses 
sweat. He eats and swills his ticking luck. 
Beyond the pulpmill smog the sky remembers 
Alps and blue, those other whores and nights. 
His tears are real, but angel, not for you. 
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WAITING 


His bear tracks mark your skin deep as six 
when father shook the world with shouts that banked 
like snow. The house blew down in whiskey storms. 


You married young to carry time as a child. 
A violent man could cure you with his touch. 
Just say it’s beautiful and lick your dreams. 


Once upon a fall outdated birds 

sang upon a wire above your house. 
At dusk they flew to Arkansas. Love 
in Honolulu means hello, goodbye. 


You sway with roots in the air like a banyan tree. 
Let cameras click you hanging from a hook 

or stretched for love in Nome, salted skin 

waiting for his paws or shouts of snow. 


ANOTHER DEPARTURE 


for Greg 


Your mother cried, of course. 
We stayed until the last 
in jet-wash, 


burning kerosene, 
carbon monoxide. 
The easy smoke drifted 


to cumulus over the snowy Bitterroots, 
and you were gone. 
“They've taken my baby away.” 


| had to laugh. 
And then | bit my tongue. 
(Today your dog chewed up the honeysuckel.) 


They? Well, manhood, | suppose 


robs the honey from that pot. 
My mother was glad to see me go, 
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fever and trouble. 
And | went on my thumb — 
away from father. 


But you’ve heard that before. 
The going is the same. 
You choose the losses that you feel: 


A breast to death, 
a son to college. 
A father to anger. 


The dream is private; 
all other things are things. 
Write us when you can. 


We'll send money. 
We sent the blood before. 
It goes, it goes, 


like saints 
that stand there in their bones, 
blowing horns. 


ETHAN 


You wawl and cry the mad king said you would 
“the first time that we smell the air’ as though 

you knew that ice weighed down the trees cracked 
like shots father tracked the storm from Texas 


beginning is beginning toward the end 
final furled leaves fall oaks begin 

all that cycle circle continuum 
sudden cracuses for Jesus numb 


another easter in a rain that raises 

worms and hope forgetting maggots daisies 
nature for all seasons as though you knew 
you do everything you know on cue 


feeding all of nature is a mouth 
you suck expel the air make it shout 
to ease the pain that certifies your life 


measures Ours forget wonder eye 


say the name that makes it new yours 
take it ‘n your fist before it goes 

and will for cnanges you are not to blame 
learn that for this while you fit your name. 
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AT HOME IN WISE, VIRGINIA 


for Judy 


A drowned boy swims in your dreams. 
In rainy rundown mountains 
the robins disappear. 


The day the ‘miners breathed black 
you ran like a fox in the woods, 
That forgetful old crone on the hill 


slave to her ways and opinions 
was free with them eighty years. 
Your mother loved and let go. 


The ties are like the muscles of swimmers 
moving and moving in a current 
longer than your breath. 


| 
Letting Go 


LAST WORDS FROM HIGH PARK 


Morning’s monkey climbs 
a thyroid sun. Summer digs 
its slough of smog. 


TVs jingle the deadly houses. 
One superfine dawn 
insane with boredom 


in a fit of jackhammers 
a vertigo of deodorants 
| shall gun my Alfa 


into a river 
polluted as my blood. 
West beyond the strata 


great bald eagles 
twitch my veins. 
Pull the plug. 


Let the world 
suck down. 
Spinning forms 


45 


46 


hot as tigers 
spend their stuffing 
to this final grease. 


Pay the keen mortician well 
but tell him not 
to recompose my face. 


THE END OF THE ALPHABET 


“7”, Hidden behind me, you see images through my head. 
Ruja, the bibliographer, limping on my left, 
records the execration of Jews. On my right 

the fans applaud my liberal sentiments. 

Ahead the light flickers. It’s our time. 

Power, corruption worse than police crimes 
afflict me as | play the role of ... 

police inspector. ‘‘He lives.’’ Yeah, and so 

does Jesus. And so do |, in the dark, feeding 

on shadows. | remember, as my face bleeds 

in the last fade, those other illusions of the hero.: 
Yves Montand in bed with Marilyn Monroe. 

She must have been impressed, such savoir faire. 
Still, she couldn’t make it. She dies. | die. 
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SUDDENLY A CLEAR MORNING 


Suddenly a clear morning 

kalt und klar, like one of Stephan George’s 
mornings in the Austrian Alps 

before the war. 


This 
kind of morning freezes the fat 
from my dreams. | think like metal 
that cracks in cold air. 


The pheasant 
that hid from houses popping up all fall 
jerks his head in the stiff grass 


and casts 
a hot eye on my red Oldsmobile. 
| thought he had gone forever and could be seen 
only on decorated menus. 
But there he is 


a stilted memory: love 
or hunting, or Thanksgiving in Indiana, 
1930. 


| think in circles and eat because I’m bored. 
The pheasant runs in starts through crackling grass, kalt und 
klar. After the war. 


DESCENT 


Earthward motions let you rise each step 
through seared goodbyes dropping from the trees. 
Inflated gold blinds your morning eye 

beyond the passionate oaks. Your aching sinews 


slow you through the town that opens store 

by store above exhausted mines. Lead 

that bought the miners booze now lies in graves 
somewhere south of dreams once bright as northern 


fall. At the end of Pine students rustle 
pages of maples and books. War is history. 
Seasons are a lesson yet to learn. 

Patience, you say. Pain comes anyway. 


Keep on feeling anyway you can, 

lest spent savour freeze you in your bed. 
Open like the town each mined morning. 
Descending steps bound your earth in leaves. 
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LETTING GO 


That glow fizzling in the smog 
is sun. 
Don’t just stand there. 


Affirm! Affirm! 
Or take an overdose. 
Or come back to bed. 


Lie beside me. 
Let our flesh machines 
hum away. 


The air goes through. 
The food goes through. 
The blood goes through, 


humming. 
That Japanese circle 
burns fog to poison. 


We lie here running down. 
We can no longer rise. 
We are an overdose of ourselves. 


At noon we are still here. 
At night we are still here, 
eating and humming. 


The spider comes now 
in starts, spitting silk. 
Now we know where we are. 


The eating goes on. 
Close your eyes. 
You won’t know when it stops. 


The humming goes on. 
The air goes on. 
And then — 
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D2 


THE SEA ROCKING 


The sea rocks in its urn 
under slow explosions of the sun. 


You cycled with the rose, 

diminishing beyond your roots into a feral dark. 

You rose and ebbed in storms, 

bourne outward always to your drowning. 

The burning and battering and withering and freezing — 
You knew what you learned. 


The sea rocking. 


ADVICE FOR THE SEASON 


Trace November branches through your veins. 
Count the losses in a heap of words 
you rake against a rising air. 

Turn with the turning ball. 

Breathe your mist toward blown geese 
forming martial signs 

or cattle that stand in lines and look. 
Be dumb. Go with it all, 

rust and rattling noise, wings. 

Harden and split. 

Leave your sugar for the cold morning. 
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Mee aie: 


ae eS ee 


The Beginning 


THE IMAGE WAITS 


The image waits 
in ambush 
in dream: 


the long gun 
gleaming like a Cadillac 
under streetlights 


held against my head 
by me. 
It comes in other 


cars, in sunlight 
screaming curves 
on long stretches 


going all out. 
In movies 
the outlaw hero 


trapped in canyons: 
I'll take as many of you sonsofbitches with me 


as | can. 
Always the barrel 


the world looking 
like father 


a7 
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into the locked room 
of my head 
with a black bang. 


SHOUTS OF WIND 


Shouts of wind. The bridge leans over winter 
toward the Psychiatric Institute 

where bundled crazies pace my metes and bounds. 
Stacked jets circle in their holding rounds, 

row on row above the filthy month. 

A silence of dying elms lies on my tongue. 


| wake at night to crises long since cashed. 

Once upon a dizzy world my mother 

fell, her vision cracked like ice. My father, 

bones and leather, rose up from his grave 

and shouted ‘stupid woman’ until his face 

turned black as a bible. The firemen came and doused 
a damned family, father, son, and ghost. 

| rocked in my bed with rage and screamed my name. 
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DEAF TO DEATH 


Deaf to death, | walked with blood in my shoe. 

My father, high white collar and black bow tie, 

locked his hands around my leg below 

the knee. The Ladies Aid cut off my pants 

with their quilting shears. The spurt went out two feet 
like water form a thumbed down hose. The doctor placed 
a patch and said he’ll live. Ill die. Let fathers 

and doctors save themselves. My foot was wet 

for years in the dark, in dreams, and never healed. 
Father loosened his hand to bone and tremor, 

my blood on its own for years. The lock came back 

in the heart. Ill die. My father gave me this. 
Abandon me on a mountain. I’ll come back home 

in blood, with a limp, blinded by what | know. 


ANGRY TO SLEEP 


| stumble angry to a winter’s sleep, 

wake in anger to spoil the sullen spring, 
throw these clumsy tantrums in the heat, 
surrender to the sun a natural thing 


my daily way. What loosens on my bones 
is all | have. My anger is my own, 

human like a bear’s. | bore it to 

survive my human sleep, the daily news. 


The fire and clearness in my cracking head 
is spring. I’m dancing for my father dead. 
He lived. I live. My skin will hold me in 
until I’m dancing only in my rib. 


This crazy anger, danced against my sleep, 
will lay my father down, our soul to keep. 
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THE BEGINNING 


i. 
Salt from skull to scut 
my father 
rides his bible. 
Thick as sand 
his motions pour 
into a dark like schorl. 
His obdurate face, 
pitchblende 
through my dreams, 
breeds this dark 
beyond a dark. 


ii. 
A word will rise from the sleeping stone 
Koine Greek 
Hebrew 
into a crusty noon. 
Wait for the shutter 
that fixes the event. 


A descent of years. 
An accretion. 
Selah. 


iii. 
In the room of sleep 

unawakened 

move among the dream 
melons 
the scape of secrets, the maze. 
Here is the mother 

the ripe clay. 
Breathe with the minotaur’s breath. 
Make this your garden. 


Create the son. 
Visit upon him the spikenard of the father. 


| wait in a cave, 
A silver light precipitates my face. 


Print and print. 
Each blink of the eye constructs its image 
until time is a block 
and the womb 
and the mind are taken, striate, dense 
into the text. 
Logos. 
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v. 
Bang of breath broke me 
to light 

pistil of his gaze 
to women who swell and die 
furled in their bones. 


If | wrestle that slippery angel 
through my brackish sleep 
shall | know the pentacle of his mark 
the quicklime 
of his yes? 


Vi. 
Time is mineral. 
The decay 
of bodies. 
This bitter love is a scutch 
of words 


to separate my name: 


| am a scission from the source, 
flare, strike of the pinwheel. 
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vil. 
Blind trout. 
Shadows. 
Cracks in the granite roof. 
Stars. 
The underground stream dreams 
its Opening into my eye. 


Vault. 
Mirror of the night’s circle. 


Ihe planet is gradual stone. 


My direction 
is only the track of my words, 


hang from the sky. 
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These poems lift right off the page. 
They combine the quick, breezy language 
we use for insulation these days with a 
stern vision that won’t let life slip by 
unexamined. Scholarship with wings, 
this book welds together the generations. 
Experience and fire go into these poems. 
What kind of vision is here?— perspective, 
and a zoom lens. 

—William Stafford 


